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	1. PART ONE

**Here, have some Hiccup angst. And Hiccstrid of course. And Fishlegs. And I'll stop talking now.**

* * *

><p>"Go get yourself some snack at least."<p>

"No."

"Your dad says you haven't eaten anything since–"

"Don't say it, Fishlegs."

Said boy was sitting on the floor in front of a big TV screen, controller in his hands, pausing the game to turn towards his friend. Hiccup was lying on his bed, looking up to the ceiling like it was the most interesting thing in the world, whereas his eyes showed that he was miles away right now.

"I was about to only cite the time of the event which you don't want to be mentioned."

"Thanks, now you mentioned it."

Fishlegs rolled his eyes and continued the game, fingers moving fast over the buttons of the controller.

"I was mentioning that there has occurred some certain event, but I wasn't amplifying the actual... content of it – come on, dragon, don't let me down here, I need to pass this level to finally get a Gronckle – and besides, I bet my own copy of the Book of Dragons on the fact that particular recent happenings are haunting your mind ever since – FINALLY! GRONCKLE'S MINE!"

Hiccup didn't move when he said, "Could you please not scream?"

"Sorry." Fishlegs quickly saved the game and sat on Hiccup's swivel chair next to the bed, furrowing his brows at the sight of his friend. Hiccup's auburn mop of hair was sticking out to all directions, his skin was paler than usual, even his freckles seemed to have lost complete interest in their own being. His bloodshot eyes have gone from emerald green to some grayish kind of dark green, staring into space.

He sighed. "Everyone's right, Fish. I am a Hiccup."

Fishlegs looked at him concerned. "Come on, that's just a silly nickname. You are Henry Haddock, son of Berk's mayor, who is not for nothing called Stoick the Vast."

"I am a disappointment."

Fishlegs' frown deepened. He hated to see his best friend like this. For the last few months he'd been so lively, so bright, and downright _happy_. Nothing against that blue and depressed boy from before.

"You're not a disappointment," Fishlegs tried on.

"I should have seen it coming. It has been too perfect." He closed his eyes. "She's... it all has been too perfect to last for me."

His friend slightly shook his head, wondering if Hiccup was even listening.

"Man, just go eat something first. It's been three days, almost four. I would've been starved to death by now."

Hiccup still didn't move. Fishlegs noticed just how much more bony he'd become. He'd been skinny before, but after three days of only some water he looked like he was a simple skeleton with clothes on. (Small exaggeration, but as he was lying here like this, it at least seemed so.)

"Hiccup, you don't want everything to become like you-know-when again, don't you?"

"You can say it, Fish. Pre-Astrid. She's no Dark Lord who will kill you when you say her name."

Fishlegs tried another attempt. "But this will kill you if you don't eat. And just for the record, you just said I wasn't supposed to mention her, and now you did it yourself."

Hiccup faced away from Fishlegs, with no intention to get up.

They've already been through such situations, when Hiccup refused to do anything, when he merely was lying or sitting anywhere, staring into space, rejecting any human needs. It had never been easy to convince him to keep himself, well, alive. Not since his mother had passed away several years ago.

Astrid had been like a cure. At first Hiccup wouldn't stop grinning like an idiot while he as well wouldn't shut up about how amazing he thought she was. It was a little annoying, but also sweet, and as long as Hiccup was smiling, Fishlegs didn't mind. Hiccup would spend very much time with Astrid, and when she wasn't around he would text her.

Fishlegs had thought it was only a matter of time before those two were a thing. But apparently, he was wrong, despite all the statistics in his head implying something else.

Hiccup's personal doomsday had happened on a rather sunny day. He and Fishlegs were playing their favorite video game, _Dragon Riders_, at Fishlegs' when his mom suggested they went outside and took a walk or something. She wouldn't stop trying to wheedle them into it until Fishlegs finally gave in.

They went to the park, talking about strategies to train the best dragons from their game, and sat down on a bench near the skate park. Fishlegs was just explaining his favorite newly found theory about a plot twist that would allow the player to gain access to the best weapons, when suddenly Hiccup frowned and locked his eyes onto something behind Fishlegs. He turned around, searching for the distraction. There were only very few things that could make Hiccup turn his attention away from dragons, one of them being Astrid Hofferson.

She was standing on the other side of the skate park, talking to a guy that was stepping closer with every time he said something.

"Who's that?" Fishlegs asked.

"No idea," Hiccup answered, scowling, his eyes darkening when the guy suddenly was standing too close to Astrid.

Concerned, Fishlegs' eyes drifted between Hiccup and the scene playing afar. He saw the hurt in his best friend's eyes when the guy kissed Astrid. He saw something crushing inside Hiccup, saw it crumbling.

He wasn't able to make out the look on the eyes of Astrid and the guy when they talked. He stood in front of Hiccup, setting a firm hand on his shoulder, and said his name in a low and determined voice.

"Come on, let's go." It took him a few moments to get through to him, but then Hiccup followed him towards the city. Unfortunately, they had to take the path near the place where Astrid was. She already recognized them from a distance, a shocked expression on her face when she saw Hiccup. But he didn't look up from the ground while they passed.

"Hiccup, wait!" she called after him, but Hiccup ignored her.

He ignored her texts and her calls and Fishlegs trying to get him to talk to her.

And now they were here, on a Saturday morning at Hiccup's, three days and eighteen hours after the incident.

Fishlegs was just considering pulling the boy into the kitchen, but his thoughts were disrupted by the doorbell.

When Hiccup didn't move, or showed any signs of interest in the actions of opening the door, Fishlegs got up with a sigh, hurrying to the front door.

He peeked through the spyhole, and gasped, quickly opening the door before she changed her mind and left.

"Oh, hey Fishlegs," she greeted him, nervous look on her face.

"Astrid, come in, please, you have to talk some sense into him, he won't eat and–"

"Wait a minute, Fish. Breathe. So... He's home?" He noticed the unsureness on her face, maybe even a little fear.

"Yeah, he's in his room. I don't know if he's so glad to see you, though..."

She lowered her head. "I figured." It was almost impossible to hear what she was saying with her voice being quiet and nervous. "Maybe I should just–"

"No, no, no, no, no, you have to stay. He hasn't eaten and hardly done anything the past days." He lead her to Hiccup's room, gesturing her to wait in front of the door, then he peeked his head in.

"Hiccup, umm, I'm going home now, but I'm leaving you in company." He stepped aside, waved goodbye to both of them, and left.

Astrid stood in the doorway, her eyes set on Hiccup who was now sitting on his bed rather than lying.

"C-Can... Can we talk?" It was hard not to look away from his gaze.

Hiccup had never seen her like this. Unsure. Quiet beyond her usual (rare) calmness. And hurt. A thick knot filled his chest, and the stones in his stomach got heavier. He shrugged. "Come in."

She stepped inside, choosing to sit on the chair Fishlegs had left still warm.

"I-I guess I have to explain," she began, but Hiccup cut her off.

"No need for that. I saw everything."

She frowned. "No, you didn't."

"Yes, I did. I was there too, remember?" His voice increased just a little, showing the hurt.

Astrid took a deep breath. "Yes, but did you see our faces? Did you hear what we were talking about? Do you even know that guy?" She got louder with every sentence, fists clenching by her side. Did he think he was the only one who was hurt here? How did he think she felt with every declined call, every ignored message?

"He kissed you." He said that like he would preferably puke right now.

She rolled her eyes. "He's Snotlout, he does things like that."

A little taken aback, Hiccup raised his brows in question. "Snotlout?"

"Not his real name, of course, but I always call him that. He thinks he's the greatest ladies' man ever. He tried to flirt with me the other day, for the umpteenth time, but I was disgusted. When he realized I wasn't into him, he kissed me, which was kinda desperate if you ask me. I got him to leave me alone though." There was silence for a minute.

"Oh."

"I wanted to explain, Hiccup. But you didn't let me."

"I really am a disappointment." He wouldn't look her in the eyes.

"Wait, what?" She saw the expression on his face. "No, Hiccup, nobody ever said that!" Astrid abandoned the chair and sat next to him on the bed.

"Well, I said it. And I know it's true. Just look at me. I was so silly, I should have trusted you to–" He never got to finish that sentence. And, to be frank, he had forgotten what he'd wanted to say anyway. He forgot everything around him, still surprised by her warm lips pressed onto his, soft and slowly moving. After a few seconds it finally dawned to him, and he answered the kiss, one hand in her hair, the other resting on her back.

The knot in his chest disappeared, the stones in his stomach turned into butterflies. The whole world seemed to be holding its breath, his whole body prickled and his brain melted.

He didn't know how long they kissed. When they broke apart, staring into each others eyes, it could have been a minute, but maybe even a year.

"Do you still feel like you're a disappointment?" she whispered, resting her forehead against his.

"Not really," he whispered back and softly stroke a finger over her cheek.

"Good."

"Was making me feel less pathetic the only reason you did this?"

She grinned, taking his hand in hers, intertwining their fingers. "It was an included factor."

The corners of his mouth twitched, and finally he was smiling, the first time in what felt like ages.

"But, you know, I think I'm not quite convinced."

She rolled her eyes fondly, leaning in for another kiss, but got interrupted by the loud grumbling of his stomach.

"Umm, can we order a pizza first?" Hiccup awkwardly glanced to his stomach, suddenly realizing how hungry he was.

"Sure. I'll take the one with red peppers."

Needless to say that eating pizza wasn't the only thing their mouths were occupied with that night.

* * *

><p><strong>Thoughts? ... Please? :) *sets huge jar of cookies on the table*<strong>


	2. PART TWO

**Yo, more angst for y'all. (This is much darker than part one, btw...)**

**Originally not supposed to have a second part, but it just popped up in my mind and _had_ to be written, even though it's been a while since I wrote the first part.**

**WARNING: Contains themes of depression, self-harm, and suicide. Please do not read if this could trigger you in any way!**

**Now here you go.**

* * *

><p>The change of darkness came like every night.<p>

The black seemed to be joined by even darker shadows, merging with the black like juice mixing with water. With it came the feeling of hopelessness, heavy stones sitting on Hiccup's chest, pulling at his heart, as if trying to drag him further into the dark. He couldn't help but think it succeeded more with every night, every sleepless hour he spent, accompanied by the whispering and the cold, odd presence of _something_.

All he wanted was to curl up, hide from everything, slowly fade away from this world. But that was impossible. He knew, he had tried billions of times. Now he just wanted it to stop _hurting_.

Whatever he did, whatever happened to him, be it bad or be it Astrid, it all came crashing back down on him in the end. There was no medicine, no protective suit. The only thing that could shelter him from himself, at least for a few hours, was the girl now peacefully sleeping in her own bed. _Astrid Hofferson_. When he looked at her, he forgot the pain. When he looked at her, he felt _light_, like he could fly. High up in the sky, in the clouds, away from gravity, free... He would fly on his own, next to the dragon. Flying with dragons was one thing – he had pictured it so many times when he'd been a kid – but flying _next to_ it would be fantastic. _He wanted to fly like a dragon_...

And, again, his thoughts about the one person he was still able to _feel _for were slowly edged away by the image of himself leaving this world. Going on adventures with his dragon. Exploring the skies. Feeling _whole_.

It hit him that even Astrid couldn't make him feel alive anymore. When did that happen? She'd been his cure, his anchor to this life. Did he want to see her tomorrow? Yes, he did. But did he want to see everyone and everything else tomorrow? Where was the point? People talked to him, he answered. It was muscles working to move his body, words forming conversations that felt unreal, on his side forced even. He just wanted to get through the day. And then? Lying awake at night, thinking about the pointlessness of living, despising the fact that he had to get up the next morning to _exist_ through another day. As Hiccup the Useless. Not Henry Haddock, son of Stan Haddock, also called Stoick the Vast. No, he was a Hiccup. Eighteen years old, soon to be graduating at Berk High, only to stay with his dad, be an apprentice to his father's best friend, Berk's blacksmith also called Gobber the Belch. Still pointless.

Astrid often tried to get him to see the silver lining. But how was staying in the same town, the same house where his mother used to live a silver lining? Not to mention the constant reminder of his own failure, and the painful absence of Astrid. She'd be out of town, going to college, and he was going to see her only every other weekend, if he was lucky.

The knot in his chest was getting tighter with every breath he took. The darkness seemed to close in on him, hiding the tears running down his face; the cold made him shake, and the feeling of numbness filled his body. He felt like choking on his emotions he wasn't able to feel. They were spreading in his ribcage, making their way up his throat, eager to escape in an outcry – but somehow they got stuck, beginning to suffocate him.

In the dark Hiccup groped for the top drawer of his nightstand, opening it, lifting the book his mother had used to read to him when he'd been a child. Under the book he already felt the cold blade of a razor.

He wasn't proud about what he was doing.

But it was the only way to _feel_. To relieve some of the pressure, only if for a while.

The blade was sharp. The lines smarting but setting free _something_. He felt thick warmth running down his stomach, where no one would discover the scars. A silent tear escaped his eye, running down his cheek, leaving a burning trail.

And he lifted his hand again.

_Death slipped into the room with a foreign kind of grace, and sat down on the chair opposite to the bed. He was becoming stronger every night he came. The shadows surrounding his unseen appearance melted with the black around, whispering words of despair, sighing a cold breeze._

_While Death sat still, he grinned with his blank, half-rotten skull. This place was familiar. Several years ago he' already taken someone from here – a woman, a poor, ill woman, with her kind soul and loving heart. It was a pity, really. He didn't like to take those. They were bound to live, not to be in his lands._

_This one in this room though, this one was full of misery. Sure, he had the same kind soul and loving heart, but it was about to fall apart. Death awaited it patiently. Every night he came to watch, to look after the progress of dying inside. It was only a matter of time, a short amount of that indeed._

_Soon._

_The skull grinned._

* * *

><p>Astrid thought her week couldn't get any better.<p>

On Monday, she'd written an A in English literature.

On Tuesday, her parents had surprised her with an early birthday present consisting of nothing less than her own car.

Wednesday had been the best day by far because she was able to finally use _her own car _to pick up her wonderful boyfriend for dinner which had gone endearing, by the way.

Okay, Thursday could have been better since Snotlout wouldn't leave her alone the whole morning, but lunch with Hiccup had been lovely.

And if Friday went as planned, it could in the end even outdo Wednesday. Only that she should have known by now that things never went exactly the way she wanted when it came to Hiccup – in a good way, of course. He could make her feel like the most beautiful person in the world when she was feeling miserable, and every other day the same.

On this Friday, though, things didn't go as planned. But this time they didn't end up making out in the back of the movie theater like last time.

Instead, after thirty-seven minutes of waiting at Hiccup's house she pulled out her phone and searched her contacts for 'F'. Having found it, she pressed a button and held it to her ear, impatiently shifting her weight from one foot to the other until a male voice answered, but she didn't let him finish.

"Fishlegs, is Hiccup with you?"

"No, why? I thought you guys wanted to meet tonight." Hiccup's best friend sounded a little confused. Astrid could hear the sounds of a video game in the background. Most likely _Dragon Riders_, what else.

"We were, actually. But I'm at his house right now and nobody is answering the door."

"Umm... Have you tried to call him?"

Astrid rolled her eyes. "Of course I tried! But he's responding to neither messages nor calls. And before you're asking – yes, I also tried the house telephone."

Fishlegs didn't say anything for a few seconds, and Astrid heard his typical even breathing à la I'm-thinking-right-now.

"Maybe he fell asleep."

"I peeked into the rooms, I didn't see anybody."

"How... how did you get to the windows upstairs?"

"Well, I didn't," she admitted, "but I threw stones at every window several times."

Fishlegs' gasps made a rustling sound through the line. "Astrid, are you crazy? What if Stoick had seen that?"

"Calm down, he didn't. He's not home. So you have no idea where Hiccup might be?"

"No, haven't heard from him since lunch."

Astrid bit her lip, pondering. There was a down spout next to the balcony, and if she stretched a little she could maybe...

"The door to the balcony is ajar." She didn't need to say anything else. Fishlegs knew her well enough already to tell what she was up to and that she was serious about it. She strolled over to the spout, examining it.

"Be careful, will you?"

Astrid smiled in spite of herself. Fishlegs' caring side always reminded her of Hiccup. "I will. Bye, Fish'."

"Thanks. Bye, have a nice night out!"

Climbing the balcony wasn't as difficult as Astrid had thought. In no time she was up there, entering the house to the guest room. It was tidy as always (except for the nights Hiccup and Astrid pretended she was sleeping in here, and they were messing up the bedsheets enough for it to look to Stoick as if someone had been sleeping in there). She was smiling fondly while exiting the room, heading for Hiccup's bedroom.

The bed was made, which was the first of many weird things that caught her eye. His video games were neatly laying next to his console, books and movies lined up on a shelf. Everything was so... uncluttered. It was like Astrid entered the room of someone else that wasn't her little genius of a boyfriend.

She sauntered about, searching for something that would explain things to her.

There was only one thing out of order in this trim oddness. One single book was placed on the pillow, and she recognized it as the children's book Hiccup had once shown her, the one his mother had loved to read out to him. Astrid took it, and something fell out from between the pages.

It was a sketch of a dragon flying through the sky, as if about to dive into the sea of white clouds around it. She knew about Hiccup's dream of flying.

Something was shining through the paper. Astrid turned it around and was faced with two words in red, the rest in dark green – Hiccup's favorite color. The red ones said, _I'M SORRY_. It made Astrid frown. What the... oh no. Her breath got stuck in her lungs as she read the green words. _I'M FINALLY GOING TO FLY LIKE A DRAGON_.

This didn't mean anything about sky diving or similar stuff. To fly like a dragon for Hiccup was just that, namely to fly successfully without any help, like a dragon.

Her last meal almost went into reverse. She tasted bile in her mouth. Dread welled up inside her. Her limbs had gone numb. _No_.

Hiccup very well knew the inability of humans when it came to free flying. And Astrid was terrified right now. So terrified that her body came over the state of paralysis from fear to start trembling in fright.

Able to move again she ran back to the guest room, practically jumped out of the window, landed ungently on the grass, and was as glad as never before to have a car. She dashed through the streets, ran a red light, disregarded the right of way a few times, all the time desperate to get to the cliffs of Berk in time.

If she was too late... _No_. He wouldn't actually do this. ...would he?

Her car jolted over the uneven path to the cliffs, her heart beating alike. Did she not see it? Had she been blind about his state of mood? There must have been signs, anything, anything she must have overseen, anything... She was a horrible girlfriend. She'd always kind of shrugged off his depression-like moods as nothing more than depression-_like_. Of course had she been concerned about him, of course had she tried everything to make him feel better, she'd do anything. But yet it seemed now as if he'd been getting worse and worse the whole time. And now – _no_.

The tiny piece of hope about that she'd misread everything and Hiccup was actually very fine and simply taking a walk through the park was burned to ashes by the sight in front of her now teary eyes.

There he was, sitting at the edge of the cliff, legs dangling off, head held low. His auburn hair was windswept. He was still here.

She slowly approached him, stopping a few arm's lengths behind him, and said his name.

"You shouldn't have come here."

His words, combined with the broken tone in his voice, were like a stab with the dagger. It took her a while to form words of her own, which came out almost breathless. "Don't do this."

He stood up and turned towards her. His face was pale, eyes dark and lost and broken. She'd never seen him like that before. It was utterly heartbreaking. She was sure something crumbled inside her.

"Astrid, please go." His voice was quiet.

She was only able to shake her head, to shake it and never stop with it because it might make him do _it_ if she stopped.

Minutes passed. He turned his back to her. Stepped closer to the edge.

"Hiccup," she breathed, her throat suddenly sore.

She almost didn't understand his words. "I'm a Hiccup."

"Henry then."

"That is the name of a Hiccup... Son of businessman Haddock. Biggest disappointment of a father."

A few tears streamed down her face. "H-how..." She cleared her throat. She had to sound strong. Someone had to. "How should I call you, then?"

"I'm going to fly like a dragon, it won't matter how I'm called..."

"And who am I gonna talk about when I tell about the boy who means my life to me?" She gulped back a sob at the sound of her words. It was true. She'd give her life for him. He _was_ her life. Nobody had ever meant more to her.

He didn't answer. More minutes of silence passed, filled with the wind howling his elegy to the nearby trees and the shore crashing against the side of the cliff. Astrid could hear her pulse in her ears. It was speeding and unsteady.

Finally, Hiccup turned to face her wholly. He was crying, his eyes red and swollen. Astrid took a step forward. He didn't move, just stared at her through a veil of tears. She took another one. And another tiny step. Left foot, right foot. Until she could reach out and take his hand.

She couldn't tell if her hand did all the trembling alone or if it were both their hands, keeping the other from falling apart.

"I love you." His words were like the wind, smoothly stroking her skin. She smiled.

"I love you, too."

For a while it was enough to just be there, at the edge of the world, of their world, attached at their hands, just looking each other in the eyes, searching for comfort, for support, for a crutch to lean on. Salty tears felt hot on their faces, but they didn't care. It was only them, alone in the world, with simply nothing but the other hand, warm and trembling.

"Come back to me," Astrid whispered. A fresh tear was forming in Hiccup's eye as he took half a step forward. _The edge was still too close_.

He slipped.

He fell.

He disappeared.

And Astrid screamed.

* * *

><p>The first snow of the year came on a Friday. Fridays still left a slightly bitter taste in Astrid's mouth.<p>

He was getting better.

The past months had been tough, both emotionally and physically, not only for Hiccup himself.

Therapy was going well. Astrid was going well. As long as he was.

It wasn't easy to forget things. But forgetting wasn't their intention. That night at the cliffs had been horrible, yes. Hiccup had almost lost his life, but so had Astrid. With him gone, her life would have been meaningless. But they overcame it, together, two hands holding each other, never to be separated again.

The seconds after his fall she had thought the world would collapse around her. She wasn't able to see him for several minutes, what with the darkening night and the tears blocking her view. She was crying, crying his name. But then she'd spotted something, a leg, an arm, _him_.

It was a challenge to find the right buttons on her phone and to talk to emergency without breaking down. But she managed. Because she could still see him. Because she was desperate not to let go of his hand yet.

He'd been in a coma for two weeks, and when he'd woken up these fourteen days weren't the only thing he'd lost. And just like time his left foot would never come back.

"They say it was a wonder I survived," he told her one day. "They say I was very lucky that I somehow fell onto the ledge. They have theories that there had been a sudden strong blast of air, but that's bullshit. I know it was my mom. I understand now that she's never really gone. She's watching over me every moment, even right now."

She took his hand and interlaced their fingers, leaned forward and kissed him tenderly. As she was snuggling up to his chest he was resting his chin on her head.

They knew there would never ever come a time they were not there for each other. There'd always be someone to hold their hand.

Forever.

* * *

><p><strong>...Thoughts? :) *more cookies*<strong>


End file.
